Blimpo 


A pitch for the feature 
By Jennifer Barlow 


Richard Stroker is down on his luck. Late 40’s, still single, still grumpy, still switching 
meaningless jobs.... 


He awakens from a recurring dream about his father dying on his fifth (Did “Mom” 
blame him? Was it his fault?). At the end of the dream his mother calls and say, “I love 
you, son”. 


He awakens to his mother nagging him to get out of bed. He’s late for work. It’s his 
birthday. And everything goes wrong. 


His new coffee maker overflows ...coffee everywhere. He tries to eat cereal and can’t get 
the box open. He hops a bus to pick up his car from the shop. Make sure they checked 
the oil. (They didn’t). He drives away. His engine blows. (No oil). Angry we see him 
plowing down the sidewalk. Oil all over his business suit. The neighbors all ask him 
about his car; He’s mad at the world. He take soff his clothes and goes out to the garage 
to put htem in the washer. But locks him self out. He sneaks around the side of the house 
where his blind neighbor pesters him. Politely he listens. Still naked he tries to crawl in 
the doggie door but gets stuck. The phone rings. In the machine he hears the gay neighbor 
ridiculing him. Then his buddy calls to get him in on a deal. A stock, about to quadruple 
but he needs to hear pick up the phone to get in on it. Finally the phone company calls 
they are about to shut of his phone. He rips the door down. Grabs the phone. Dead. He 
tries his cell phone. Out of batteries. He yanks the phone out of the socket and throws it 
out the window. 


CUT TO: 
AT the office (High rise building) He puts binoculars together? 
He is reprimanded for being late again. (By his brother?) 
No one remembered his birthday. He puts a cigarretee on a twinky, sings happy bithday 
to himself. And prays for guidance for his wish. An earthquake (slight tremor) shakes and 
breaks something very important to him? Either work related or sentimental. His watch? 
Not sure. 


Depressed he thinks about jumping out the window. Climbs out on the ledge. Hears 
something... music. He grabs the binoculars to check it out. It’s a bus full of traveling 


gypsy in a small type of circus. Then he sees something else— 


A beautiful woman. The cutest, sweetest, kindest eyes he’s ever seen. (Maybe play the 
Elton John song). A gypsy kid asks for money. She gives him a dollar. 


He thanks the lord. He’s got a reason ot live again. He’s in love. But then, he slips— 


Falls down, down, down — 
Now he wants to live. 


He stops one story up, airborne like Superman on pause. It’s a miricle. He sees the girl... 
about to get hit by the bus— 


Noooooo! 

She hears his cry, jumps out of the way of the bus. Looks up to see who warned him. 
And he falls to the ground. 

She runs to him. She’s even sweeter close up. 

Are you okay? 

Yeah. No. Yeah. I—Did you see that? 


You fell what about a story? Are you sure you’re okay? 


